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hold of. Deep in my inmost being, I craved for milk
as a drunkard craves for spirits. It was not my
mind consciously arguing, milk will be good for
me; I must drink it. My body knew better than my
brain. It was a mere physical desire for the taste of
milk which possessed me. Hitherto I had always
rather disliked the taste of milk, but now I pursued
milk as the addict pursues opium. And then,
suddenly—as soon, I suppose, as I had turned the
corner—once more I didn't care for milk in the
least. However, neither during those weeks of my
milk-passion, nor during these last days between
Angora and Kastamuni, had I any notion that there
was anything wrong with me. All I knew was that
I was cold; cold deep inside me, beyond my bones.
And that when I walked I needed to think carefully
about each step, as if my feet were heavy weights
which I had to swing at the end of ridiculously
long legs, aiming them each time at a particular
spot on the ground ahead of me. Not that I had to
walk much by now. I had been put, with two
others, in a covered cart set apart for the sick, and
lay for the most part with my head on the feet of
one of my companions. The other (he died soon
after we got to Kastamuni) had a tattered copy of
Hardy's Trumpet Major which he let me take turns
with him to read. I ate nothing these last two
days, but somehow got two cups of milk, from a
stray peasant. Our last night but one we slept on the
slope of Ulgaz Dagh. Long afterwards Johnston
of the Gunners assured me that he had seen me,
in the cold dawn of next morning, bathing in the
icy mountain stream. He said that this had astonished

